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The chlief characters are Ethel Wil-
loughby, Henry Streetman and Capt.
Larry Redmond. The minor characters
are Sir George Wagstalf of the British
admiralty and Charles Brown, a New
York newspaper correspondent. Ethel,
a resident of Bir George's hausehold.
secretly married to Streetman, a German
spy, though she did not know him as
such. Captain Redmard, her old lover,
roturns to England after long absence.
¥rom him she learns the truth about
Streetman; furthermore, thiat he has
betrayed her simply to learn naval se-
crets. The European war breaks out.
Ethel prepares to accompany Streetman
to Brussels as a German sllw in nrdr-r to
get revenge and serve England, Captain
Redmond, Ethel and Charlle Brown turn
up at a Belgian inn #a the German army
comes., She |s Madame de lLorde. She
begina to work with a French spy. The
Germans appear al the Inn. Madame de
Lorde shows a German gecret servive
medul and convinees the Invaders that sha
is & German spy. Charlie Brown barely es-
capta execution

CHAPTER XVI—Continued.

“Quite so!” the major agreed,
tienlarly as [ lHke Americans.

and | would not wish to see any nr
them come to harm,” he added sig-
nificantly.

In his reply there was more than a
lint that behind hig urbanity and seem-
Ing good nature there lay an immeasar-
ahle capacity for the stern dutles of a
German patriot, who would unhesitat-
ingly kill any who might stand in the
path of victory.

“Azain | get you,” Mr, Brown sald.
“But what are you going to do with
ne "

“I shall give you a pass through our
lines that will take you safely back to
Brussels,”

Charlie heard him with dismay.

“RBut I want to go to the front.” he
protested.

“You have surprized a certain move-
ment of the German army," the major
poiuted out to him, *It is best you go
to Brussels.”

Some objection had already leaped
to Charlie’s lips when the door from
the street was thrown open and a uni-
formed man—an officer—pushed across
the threshold.
he excladmed as he saluted:

“Ah, my dear major]"

Both officers clicked their heels to-
gether
Major von Brenig told the other that
he bad heen expecting him.

Charlie Brown had started at the
wight of the new arrival. And nog he
moved pearer to the man.

“By George, it's old Streetman!” he
ctfed.

“I beg sour pardon—who
maa " the arrogant Streetman (he was
now Strassimand asked the major,

“Charles Brown, a journalist from
the United States,” Mgajor von Brenlg

“par-

explained.
Hoenry Streetman remembered
‘hurlie then,
“Ob, vea! [ recall him," he said dis-
nereeably, “What is he dolng with us ™

“We found bim staying here,” the

pe ¥ T I

“What |s He Ucing With Us?"
major told him. *“My men pearly shot
him as an English spy.”

“It seeiis almost a pity they didn't,”

Streetinnn observed, with a dark look: |

at the newspuper .
our way," he said,

Mr. Brown thovght it about time (o
resent Streetman’s insolence.

“He may be o

“Redlly, didn't 1 meet you In Russia |

some years ago?’ De inquired.
Streetman eyed 'tim coolly.
“No, never!” he snupped. "1 bave

never been In Rusdia

“Haven't sou?" Charlie eselalmed
with a idne show of Inuocence. “Why
—~I've heard—"

“Yon'd best keep what you've heard |

to yourself,” Streetman Interrupted
him. He stepped close to Charlle so

taat the major conld not bear what lm'

sald. And be scowled at the Amerlcan
like the heavy villaln of some melo- |
drama.

the menace in the rellow's eves. Some-
bow, be feit that be had established

Advancing Into the room |

And as he returned the salute |

is this |

fairly cordial relatlons with the major
—Streetman’s superior officer. And he
dld not belleve that it lay within the
spy's power to injure him greatly, At
the warning the fellow half whispered
to him Charlie merely smiled.

“Think so?" he taunted the threat-
ening Streetman.

“Yes! Remember now you are in-
gide our lines."” And drawing the ma-
Jor to one side, Streetman sald—*"Ma-
Jor, what shall we do with him#’

“Send him back to Brussels,” von
Brenig told him,

“Perhaps we can find a better fate
for him than that, . . Iz he safe
here?’ Henry Streetman remembered
that the American had shown plainly
enough—that afternoon at the house of
Sir George Wagstaff—that he was in
grmpathy with the enemies of Ger-
méany. And now had come an oppor-
tunity to make the fellow pay for his
animosity,

“He i3 quite safe,” von Brenlg sald.
And turning to the sergeant he ordered
him to remove the American to an ad-
Joining room.

Sergeant Schuoildt at once proceeded
to carry out instructions. And selzing

one of Mr. Brown's ears in a firm grip |

he started him out of the room.

“You will remain here temporarily
#8 my guest" the major explained.
“But 1 should not advise you to at-
tempt to leave.”

“Listen, blondy—" Mr. Brown ad-
jured his evil genins—for so the enthu-
ginstie sergeant appeared to him—*"con-
fidentlally, because 1 know you won't
repeat It, If the French army misses
you I'll never forgive them,”

CHAPTER XVII,
A Wall—and a Firing Squad.

As the door closed hebind the ser-
geant and his prey, Streetman turned
to Major von Brenlg.

“The damned Americans, we shall
have trouble with them yet,” he as-
serted.

“1 hope not. They are not 4 bad peo-
ple,” the more modernte major replied.
| “Ob, major—have my English clothes
|—my ecivillan clothes—arrived from
Berlin?" Streetman asked.
| *“Yes. They are upstairs with my
klt."

“GGood! Then T can sturt tonight for
(the British trenches,” the spy ex-
elaimed.

The older man looked at him some-
what dublounsly.

“You think then that your plan to
be captured by the English will suc-
ceed ¥

“1t must succesad. This Is o map of
thelr positions.” He drew a paper from
Lis breast pocket and unfolded It. “The
very keystone to their entrenchments!"
he exulted. It will be here at trench
27" —Streetman made a4 mark npon the
map—*"i{t will be here that 1 shall be
found,” he sald.

“Trench 271" von Brenlg repeated.

“Yes! 1 ghall be skulking around—
and be tuken prisoper. Then I shall
| give the Engllsh false informatlon
[ about a surprise attack that will en-
able you to break through thelr lines
and smash them!"”

“Bplendid! Splend!ld!" von Brenig
cried. “By the way—" he ndded, ns an
important detall came Into his mind—
“a min arrived here this afternoon

rom the Wilhelmstrasse on a special
mission."

“Yes? Who I8 he?”

‘A Captaln Karl!” Major von Brenig
sald, “You know him?*"

“No! And | must meet him.”

“You don't suspect—"

“No, no!" Streetman assured him.
At the Wilhelmstrasse few of us know
one another; still we cannot be too
careful,”

“He dines with us" the mnjor ex-
] fll.liil! ],

“And then we shall look him over,”
| Streatman =ald with satisfaction.

“Auf wiedersehen!” And Major von

Breuig went to his room, congratulat-
tingz himself the while npon the fact

that he Lhad so resourceful an assistant

inn that able young officer from the Wil-
| helinstrasse,

Henry Streetmun lighted a clgarette,
tossing the still blazing match into the
1 ireplace. And be had pot walted long
Heurl Christophe appeared.
|  “Major von Brenig wishes to dine at
wace,” the spy told him., “How soon
¢ you be ready?

[ “ln nfteen winutes, m'slen.”

‘Good! There will he three of ns—
Major von Brenlg, myself and Captain
Kurh"

“Yes, m'sien.”
turned to hurry

|

| before

Henrl had already
back to the kitehen

when g bright blaze In the fireplace |

tirely too warm an afternoon for a fire.
Only a madman would have boilt one.
“Why, what Is that?" he exclaimed,
“I lit a clgarette,” Streetman sald
I threw my match there,” And to one |
of the soldiers he added, “Puat it out |
| at onee!”

p!m-o.
I “Yes, yes, m'sien! It Is nothing!
Only some free branches—it ean do no
barm," the innkeeper protested,

In the meantiipe Otto had extin-
'gumhed the blaze. He

metl hizs astonished eyes. It was en- |

The man Ofto hurrled to the fire- | torrent of words.

bad crawled  ther
But Mr. Brown pald scant beed to| bodily fuside the great opening of the no!

| Areplace, to make sure that he did his | thee
1 work thoronghly, And now he emerged, | “OR, m’'sley-

sooty but triumphant,
contrivance in his arms, B

“Here is a telephone!” he uwunced
proudly.

“What!” Streetman exel “And
he hastened to examine the find.  “Ob,
ho! What's this?" he asked.

Henri Christophe wag no %s sur-
prised than the others. He took the in-
strument from Otto and tmad.’lt over
curlously.

“Why, m'sieu—it is a tel he

sald with au air of the utmou% tifi-
cation.

“I know, I know—but whatﬁ it| do-
ing there?” Streetman lsm dmperl-
ously.

“1 do mot know, m'sien,” Christyphe
stammered. In a flash he saw that
things looked very black for himself,

“Why did you hide it?" Algeady
Streetman had found him gullty.

“I dld not hide it, m'sien!” ' v

An inspiration seized Str@efman
then. And be took the telephone Into
his own hands,

“Who are you?" he asked In French,
speaking directly into the transmitter.
The fellow received an Iimmedinte
reply. And he sald to his men in the
next breath, “It was a Frenchman who
spoke! That telephone leads to the
French. It is the work of a spy.” And
then Streetman ordered Otto's conirnde
Hans to ask Major von Bmlg“'ﬂ re-
turn,

Poor Henrl Christophe forgot all
about his simple menu, He stood there,
crestfallen, The whole affair was too
much for his befogged braln, !

“You were warned agiinst any at-
tempt to communicate with the en-
emy,” Streetman sald. :

“I never saw that telephone 'bcfbre )
Christophe declared.

“Don't lle to me! You put it 'ﬂlﬂe. 2

"I swear to you—" The innkeeper
held both his hands aloft as he pro-
claimed his funocence, But hig pro-
testations had no effect upon'qn in-
dlgnant Streetman, The man sedmed
absolutely relentless, inhuman. |

*You are either a French spy or har-
boring n spy under your roof,” he told
Christophe,
us. You must pay the penalty at once.”

“On my bonor I have done noﬁln;‘—

. Bome

absolutely nothing!" Henrl Chrl§fiphe

erled, Even in that moment his thy
were upon his danghter Jeanne
than upon himself. Ho wvag

for her,
“Our proclamations have told yon
whut to expect,” Streetman led.

“1t will be a good warning to oth-
ers,” he added grimly.

The Belgian innkeeper stared st him
as if in a trance,

“Refore God, I am innocent!"” he as-
serted.

The callous Streetman pald not the
slightest heed to his denluls. In o most
brisk and businessiike manner he eom-
manded the corporal to call in the
guard and make ready a firlng squad—
“ggainst the wall outside,” he sald.

Then little Jeanne Christophe opened
one of the doors timidly, Some ereand
had necessitated her entering the room.
And when she saw her father’s aghen
face it needed little intuition to tell her
that there was some trogedy Impend-
Ing. With a low cry she sprang to her
father's side,

“My father—my father—what I8 it?"
she asked him.

“H: Is a spy,” Streetman rqldaq,w-
temptuonsly.

“Non, non, m’'sieu!” she eried.

“Walt! Come here!" he or-
dered her roughly. And Henrl (hris-
tophe whispered to her to obey, “¥ou
lave seen that telephone before?’
Streetman Inquired, Already the eor-
poral had retarned with four ﬁen.
bearing rvifley,

“No, no! Never in all my lifel™ the
girl wailed. b

“Your fathet hid It tlseru.'ﬂ{ﬁ“
slated.

"Noun, non, m'sleu!” she sald with'rll
the vehiemenes she could muster,

“Enongh of 1#1king!" Streetman sald
with a ernel glzace at her whlln:hm
“Take him out!™ he ordered the for-
porad 4

For ome brie? moment father ‘and
daughter clusped each other In s last

emwbroce,

“It 18 the ead my little Jeanne!
Good-by! Pray {or me!” Henri Clirls-
tophe sald brokeply. And In that In-
stant o new digni*y came to
digulty such as mist have clofhed the
anclent wmartyre, 67 that later ﬁc
flgure, for whom his own daughter was
named—Jeanne A'Avée—when
preme summons oveTtook them,
oll over, mu petite,” le repeated,  AD
then he drew Limsol? up to his £
{helght and looked nt his uny
Judge unflinchingly. *“I am i

m'sien!” he sald. , ., . oy
l Those were the lakt words that éﬁﬂ

Christophe spoke,
Henry Streetman toade a geat&bf
impatience, The scene hored
Jeanue Clristophe burst into a
Alternatel d-
dressed Streetman and her l’a{hl'
& *No, no, no!" she shtieked, ng if st
could not bave that frightful c
that monstrosity —bappen. “Ob, mislen
| For the love of God! .
I proy you, L AN
He i my fother. . . . 100w
I love thee!" she sobibwd, '
I beg you-<"

“It §s an act of enmity to |

“Take him out!”
man's only answer,

Little Jeanne would not leave her fa-
ther's slde, As they dragged Henrl
Christophe from the room she still
clung to him. And still she shrieked:

“For the love of God! No, no! Ob,
papu, oh, papa! I love thee, . . .

L] . L] L] L] - L]

Major von Brenig looked Inquiringly
at his colleague from .the Wilhelm-
strasse,

“You wanted me, captain?” he nsked.

“The proprietor here Is a spy,” Street-
muan sald,

“Christophe—a spy? Are you sure?”

“Absolutely sure!” Streetman re-
plied. “This telephone leads to the
French, And T have settled the affair."
Even as he spoke a scream from out-

That was Streets

“Against the Wall Outside,”
slde reached thelr ears—a woman's

He Sald.

seream,  And immedintely there fol-
lowed the sound of a volley.
~ Mejor von Brenig turned his head

Land listened,

*Ah, mon pere!" It was Jeanne
Christophe sobbing.

. Alrendy she had flung herself upon
her futher’s riddled body.

Major von Drenig cast a reproving
glunce at his haughty fellow officer.

“Good God—so soon? Without in-
vegtigation ™ he exclaimed. “What it
be were innocent?"

But Streetman had no misgivings.

“Ah! 1t will be a lesson to these
others,” bhe sald carelesaly.

In the ndjoining room Charlle Brown
and the German sergeant bad heard
those shots. And now they burst upon
thie two officers In great excltement.

“What bappened? Is it the French?"
CharHe called.

“It is finished—the damned spy!"
Streetman rejolned,

“What's bappened?" Charlie asked
again,

“A matter of war,” the major told
him ULriefly—"that ls not on my con-
science.” He was far from approving
of Streetman’s hasty nction, .

“The execution of a spy!” Streetman
interposed. And the words were hard-
Iy ont of his mouth before several pri-
vates squeesed through the entrance to
the keeperless inn, There were two
files; and between them they bore a
streteher, upon which there lay some-
thing covered with a sheet. A littla
distance behind the gruesome proces.
slon Jeanne Clristophe followed sab-
bing.

One glance told Charlle Brown what
rested npon that stretcher—that it was
the body of someone who but a few
moments before had stood there in the
slanting sunlight of the summer after-
pnoon and faced the firlng squad. Out
of respect he removed his bat, He
dld pot know who the unfortunate
might have been. But nevertheless he
wis profoundly shocked.

“Poor devll, I'm sorry for him—
whoever he was!" he gald.

Major von Brenlg drew a paper
from a pocket of his coat.

“Here i8 yvour pnss'” he told the
American as he handed him the docen-
ment, “We have declded that yon shall
go. to Brussels,” he added. The major
appeared to be In something of a
hurry to speed the parting guest. He
was, us a matter of fact, disturbed that
the unfortunate execution bad taken
place under the very nose of au New
York newspaper mun. And now he
wished to hasten Mr. Brown upon his
way before he had further opportunity
to pry lnto the detalls of the tragedy.

“Rat as [ told you—" Charlle Brown
began, taking the pass from the officer,
vag 1 told you, I want to—"

“1t i1s not a thatter for argument,”
Major von Brenig sald stifily,

“And yon had best start at once,”
Btreetman added,

Charlie Brown saw that his aspira-
tions to proceed-back of the German
lines were doomed. And now he ac-
cepted the situation as cheerfully as be
eould.

(TO BE CONTINUVED.)
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THE RETURN

Ey ALICE H. BOYD.

tCapyright, 1517, Westers Newspaper Unlon.)

As the visitor came up the gravel
path the man seated on the porch gave
& great start and uttered a sharp gosp,
The woman by his side stared, scowled,

_arose to her feet with precipitancy and

flaunted through the open door with
the words spoken almost virulently:

“The bad penny has returned; that
mnn canoot come into my house ™

The person she referred to had lost
one arm. The clothes he wore were
faded, ragged and of conrse fabrie
He was unshaven.

“Well, my beloved and respectable
brother,” he hailed Joe Wharton, “I'm
back. Missed me? Thanks, I won't
come in, ns I chanced to overhear the
kind aond loving suggestion of your
high and mighty helpmeet.”

Thus came Jhm Wharton, and he
gmiled satirically us the other grasped
his hand Hmply.
© “Waell, Jim, I don't want to appear
too blunt, but I don't fancy your fam-
ily would care much to have you hang-
Ing around. They are all working
hard ; clreumstances have forced them
down to a system. I reckon they' ve
pretty nigh forgotten you."

Jim Wharton looked grave at this
and his lips twitched, A certain stern-
ness came Into his face as he sald:

“And I guess you'd be glad, too. I
won't frouble you again.”

Two hours later Jim Wharton stood
at the gate of the home that he had
deserted. He carried his battered old
sultease up to the porch, set it down
near the cpen front door and peered
beyond 1t. Beated in u room into which
he could look Jim noticed that a chair
wus occupled by a woman, who sat
rocking softly to and fro as thongh
thinking or resting.

“It's make or break,” he muttered
deep down In his throat. “Mary!"

He hnd crossed the hall and entered
the apnriment beyond nolselessly, He
stood directly before the woman whose
name he had spoken. Inwardly every
pulse was throbbing; his face was elo-
quent with hope, with doubt, at that
vast critical moment of his life.

Mary Wharton opened her eyes. She
did not start or cry out. A strangely
and and welrd smile crossed her face,
furrowed, mournful, but infinitely
sweet and gentle lo Its eyery lineament.

“My dream—always of him!" she
murmured, and brushed her dazed cyes
with her hand, fancying this real pres-
ence the shadow of a vision,

“Mary!" he repeated, and his volce
wos husky and tremulous,

Then arose in those fuded eyes, long
wearied with ceaseless walting and
watching, a glow that sent a thrill
through the frame. of Jing

arose to her feet. 8he noted his arm-
less sleeve, his poor attire, and the
eager soul expressing Itself In glance
and features.

Y“Oh, my poor, dear Jim !" she uttered
waveringly, and then her arms were
about his neck and his bronzed cheek
coverad with warm, welcome kisses.
She waus coryilng with joy, she would
not relense him, and the strong man
was not ashamed to mingle his tears
with her own.

“A bad penny come back, brother
Joe's wife puts it,” observed Jim, as
the excltement of the welcome some-
what subdued, the old vein of humor
and ralllery in his nature came to the
surface, “What do you say, Mary?"

“It shall be the prodigal returned,
and Welcome and cherished,” she said
feellngly, and when she went out Into
the kitchen to prepare the evening
menl he followed her, a8 in the old
doys, a glow of peace and comfort
coming into his ruogged face.

“1 suppose Chester is quite a man,
and Nellie"—his face fell. *“They
must think of me as a poor specimen
of a father,” he added in o depressed
tone.

“Such a thought has never been ex-
pressed by them," spoke Mra, Wharton.
“T hear someone at the gate, Jim, It
I8 the children, Let me prepare them
for the greatest surprise of thelr
Hyes."

The strong man stood shaken as a
reed by the wind, Then he heard a
glnd ery, and rushing feet townrd the
kitchen.

“Father " shouted his son, grasping
hiz hand, and his bright face was
aflame with affection and dellght.

“Oh, papa ! don’t you know your own,
own Nellie?" and his beautiful daugh-
ter had her arms about hig neck and
hung there, ruining kisses on his
bronzed face,

“It—it s too much!” uttered Jim
Wharton brokenly. *“I thought you
had all forgotten me, but if Chester
will carry my sultcase to a room, I
have a few togs In it that will improve
my appearance somewhat"

The three of them stared in marvels
Ing wonder as Jim put in a new ap-
penrance just a8 supper was ready.
He was shayven, he wore o neat, almost
elegant suit, & heavy gold watch chaln
crossed his vest. *“1 want to show you
folks a little reminder of my mining
experience In the West. I have only a
few speclmens of real money,”" ob-
gerved Jim, scatterlng a handful of
gold nuggets an the table, “but here
and he exhibited a bumlle of drafts
“ig fifty thousand dollars, first pay-
ment on my mine. Folks, you've given
me the true glad hand when you
thought me down and out. There I8
the nest egg of the Lucky Jim mine-
all yours, and more to come."”

She Did Not Change.
“Allce marrled a nonagenarian”
“And did she change her religion fgé
hls?"

*w
She renlized his presence now, m‘m
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HE food wvalue

of cocoa has
been proven by cen-
turies of use, and
dietitians and phy-
ﬁ sicians the world H
over are enthusiastic
in their endorse-
ments of it. It is.
said to contain more
nourishment than
beef, in a more
readily assimilated
form. The choice,
however, should bea
high-grade cocoa,— ﬁ

“Baker’s’ of
course.

It is delicious, foo

Started His Train of Thought.

Mrs. Knwkler—Then you and young
Mr, Sharp are not on speaking terms
any more?

Mrs. Blunderby—No, Indeed. The
last time I met him T told him my
husband had locomotive attacksia, and
the young whippersnapple had the Im-
pudence to ask If he whistled at croas-

Ings.

Boothe Itching Scalps.

On retiring gently rub spots of denp-
druff and itching with Cuticura Olnt-
ment. Next morning shampeo with
Cutleura Soap and hot water, For free
samples address, “Cuticura, Dept. X,
Boston," At druggists and by mall
Boap 25, Olntment 25 and 50.—Adv.

Splendid Work by Woman,
Valuable work was done by Dr, Elsle
Inglia, who died recently. She was the
organiger and head of the Scottish
Women's Hospital units, staffed en-
tirely with women, and offered early
In the war to the Dritish government

for vice with
m the forces.

they did vnlnablo work ln Fr o
When typhus broke out In Serbia, Doe-
tor Inglish took a unit to that country,
went through the hardships of the re-
treat and was taken prisoner by the
Austrians. Released In 1916, she set
out for Roumanin, where aguin ghe
shared In o retreat. From the Dobrud-
Ju she eventually took her unit to
southern IRussia, but the rigors of this
campnign had told on her and ghe Tell
a vietlm to overwork and disense. She
brought her unit safely awny with her,
but died when port was reached. Doe-
tor Inglis was born in India and edu-
cated in Edinburgh and Paris,

Following His Bent.
“My boy alwnys lked to get at the
bottom of things"
“Where Is he now 7"
“In the trenchea"

Sugar Produced in Paraguay.
Pargguay In 1917 produced 788
tons of sugar, one-fourth home con-
sumptlon requirements.

Denver hus a8 woman street car con-
duetor.

l‘hllndufphln mny compel trunnts te
go to work In foctorles,




